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Wazemmes pushed open the door of the post-office. He had a feeling of anxiety, intermingled with cynicism. He was surprised that he should experience a sensation which was so complex, so unusual in bimT
** There won't be anything. I'm sure she was only laughing at me. Still, there was no reason why she should ask me for my address* Well, what does it matter ? With a job like this one I'm going to have, I shall have plenty of other opportunities."
Last Thursday, at nine o'clock in the evening, as they had arranged, he had knocked at the door of the lady of the 'bus. He was at once more self-assured and shyer tban the last time; and he was more discreetly scented. No reply to begin with. Then stealthy sounds inside the apartment — footsteps, a chair being moved, a door shutting. Finally he saw the outer door opening, and the lady appeared, wearing a wrap. She whispered :
ec Oh, it's you ? I'm so sorry. I can't this evening — I can't, really. Come back on Saturday. Yes, at the same time. . . . But, to make sure, call during the day. Ask the concierge. . . . Tell her : * I've come for the message from the lady on the fifth floor.' She'll give you a note from me. Till then. Off with you ! "
Thereupon she had quickly pressed her very red lips against the young man's and shut the door again.
On Saturday he had called upon the concierge in the rue Ronsard immediately after lunch.
" Oh yes, the message from the lady on the fifth. Here it is. Give it to your boss."
The letter, written on watered blue paper, ran as follows : *e I'm so sorry. Impossible to-day, too. The best thing will be for me to know where I can write to you, Give me an address. To keep the concierge out of it, write it on a bit of paper, and slip it under my door-mat, early tomorrow - Sunday — morning. You shall have my reply on Monday morning, if necessary by express messenger. I shall try to be free Monday evening. But at least I shan't have troubled you to no purpose."

